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Awkward Questions and the Dichotomy of Spoken Language and 
Written Word   Lindsey Monroe
I’m supposed to be reading about Derrida’s preference
for spoken language over written word and commenting 
on logocentrism in [insert book here] and deconstructing the human-animal binary in 
[insert other book here], but
all I can think about is how your mind must curl around these words, squeeze the juice 
right out of them,
so you can read them a different way, understand them a better way.
All I can think about is what you might say to me about them,
and how I will shake my head in awe because I never knew it was possible 
to be so amazed by someone I always mistook for ordinary.
All I can think about is reading beside you,
comfortable enough to swallow in the silence without it breaking,
and me reaching over for your hand just because I can--
neither of us feeling obligated to keep holding on when we need to turn the page.
All I can think about is us, no longer reading,
but instead painting a canvas full of our own words,
blending our colors until one can no longer be distinguished from the other which is fine
because phonocentrism is all about dismantling binaries, scrambling borders, creating 
aporia.
I return to Derrida, considering the origin of these thoughts, but the line is already 
blurred.
I return to Derrida, considering the originity complexity, and even though I haven’t said 
anything yet,
I wonder if (when I do), my words will be diachronic or synchronic, if an admission of 
feelings can even be referred to as a linguistic system, if any of this even makes sense.
I’ve returned to Derrida, but all I can think about is the genesis of these feelings, the 
structure of these thoughts, and the logocentrism
reminding me that Derrida prefers spoken language over written word,
(and I hope that I can trust him,
because my mouth has been running this whole time).
Dry Drowning   Sara Campanelli
When he breaks your heart, you'll feel like you're drowning, drowning in something that 
you can't see or touch but that will fill your lungs, your throat, your brain. You'll want 
to find a way to justify the drowning so you'll go to the bar around the corner so often 
that the bartender knows you by name and asks you about work. He'll start to give you 
a free drink every now and then. You'll think it's because you're a girl and you hear that 
this happens to girls frequently, but you'll soon consider the possibility that maybe the 
bartender knows a way to deal with your drowning. 
As you consider this thought, he'll bring you another drink before your first is even 
finished, but this one isn't from him, he'll say, it's from someone else down the bar. You'll 
look where he points to a trio of men who seem like the only other building they've 
ever been inside is a gym, and you'll notice that the biggest one is staring at you with a 
practiced smile. You'll know from the way that he looks at every part of you besides your 
face exactly how to hurt him like the he who broke your heart hurt you, so you'll pick up 
his drink and take a sip before sliding off of the stool and into the crowd on the dance 
floor behind you. A quick wink will be needed to ensure that he follows you before you 
dive into the sea of thrashing bodies. 
You’ll pass through scantily-clad women dancing with men who look like they’ve just 
rolled out of bed, bumping and grinding their bodies together while the drinks in their 
hands rain onto the cement floor. The strobe lights will flash the throng of people with 
shades of deep green and blue and a cheap bubble machine will make the dancers look 
like they are trying to escape drowning, too. The man who bought you the drink will be 
right behind you as you rock with the waves of glittering dancers, swaying between their 
glazed-over stares, losing your drink somewhere along your path through the crowd. 
All the while you’ll be aware of the figure trailing in your wake. 
You’ll be almost to the other end of the dancefloor when he’ll reach out and catch your 
hand. He’ll twist his arm and pull you to him so that the two of you will be standing face 
to face, the crowd around you pushing your bodies closer together. He’ll shout over the 
music that you’re beautiful, and you’ll shout back your thanks, but he’ll pretend not to 
hear you so he can lean his head closer to yours. You’ll know exactly what he’s doing, but 
you’ll place your hand on his neck anyway and he’ll grab at your waist as you repeat your 
thanks. He’ll smile at you with his perfect, white teeth and slide both hands to your back 
so that you’re swallowed up by his broad chest. 
He’ll introduce himself as Scotty or Johnny or some other name that grown men use 
when they aren’t really ready to be grown men, and then he’ll tell you that you’re beautiful 
again before you even have the chance to say your own name. You’ll raise your eyebrows 
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